he crouched beside the window until they had passed
from sight, The% still clutching the garment^ he
climbed out the window and swung from the sill a
moment by his hands3 and closed his eyes and dropped.

A crash of glasss and he sprawled numbed by shock
amid lesser crashes and a burst of stale5 dry dust He
had fallen into a shallow flower-pit and he scrambled out
and tried to stand and fell agains while nausea swirled
in him. It was his kneef and he lay sick and with drawn,
gasping lips while his trouser leg sopped slowly and
warmly, clutching the garment and staring at the
dark sky with wide9 mad eyes. He heard voices in the
houses and a light came on behind the window above
him and he turned crawlings and at a scrambling hob-
ble he crossed the lawn and plunged into the shadow
of the cedars beside the garage? where he lay watching
the window in which a man Ieaned9 peering out; and
he moaned a little while his blood ran between his
clasped fingers. He drove himself onward again and
dragged his bleeding leg up on to the wall, and dropped
into the lane and cast the pole down. A hundred yards
further he stopped and drew his torn trousers aside and
tried to bandage the gash in his leg. But the handker-
chief stained over almost at once and still blood ran
and ran down his leg and into his shoe.

Once in the back room of the bank he rolled his
trouser-leg up and removed the handkerchief and
bathed the gash at the lavatory. It still bled, and the
sight of his own blood sickened him,, and he swayed
against the wall, watching his blood. Then he removed
his shirt and bound it as tightly as he could about his
leg. He still felt nausea^ and he drank long of the tepid
water from the tap. Immediately it welled salinely
within him and he clung to the lavatory/ sweating, try-
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